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AM well aware that ſome will think me 

guilty of preſumption, if not of folly, 
in thus publicly appearing as an Author. 
It may be aſked, What has ever induced me 
to write verſes? and with ſtill greater pro- 
priety perhaps, What has perſuaded me to 
publiſh them? To the firſt queſtion I an- 
ſwer, that it has relieved many a moment 
of anxiety, when I have wiſhed to forget 
myſelf and all the world. To the ſecond I 
can only plead that © cacus amor ſu,” 
that vanity and love of fame which is fo 
natural to mankind, and which is not cul- 
pable when directed to objects which inno- 


cently amuſe at leaſt, if they do not in- 
ſtruct. 


LAM 


K«««%é¾ 1. 


* PPP ²˙ U y___ 


vi FLSA ©. 


I am not altogether of Mr. Addiſon's 
opinion, “ That the Public is more diſ- 
% poſed to. cenſure than to praiſe;” the 
Public is ever a generous Patron, and 
will not meanly withhold that applauſe 


which is earned by the exertions of in- 


trinſic genius. Whether theſe Poems 


| have any claim to its favour, from. the 


« divite vena,” the original fire of com- 
poſition, I ſhall not pretend to determine; 
but of this I am well affured, that I 
have ſpared no pains in their correction. 
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ON THE 


GOSPEL FOR THE SECOND SUNDAY 
IN ADVENT. 


WRITTEN AT THE AGE OF FIFTEEN, 


E Sun ſhall change for blood his face of gold, 


And from her orbit ſhall the Moon be roll'd; 
The Stars © from the fixt empyrean” hurl'd, 


Shall fill with dire diſmay the darken'd world; 
The Sea ſhall rage, its waves high mount in air, 
And nations tremble ſtupified with fear. 
B Then 
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10 POEMS ON 

Then ſhall ye ſee the Son of Man deſcend, 

In power unequall'd, glory without end. 

Then, then, ye righteous, lift your heads on high, 


Rejoice, ve juſt, your happineſs draws nigh. 


SEVERAL SUBJECTS. 


ON 


777 $$$ 


WRITTEN AT THE SAME TIME, 


'@ LIBERTY! how little underſtood, 
Tho' the true ſource of every ſocial good: 


The wiſe, tho' free, are willing to obey, 

When firm allegiance points the ſteady way. 

But the mad vulgar, to rebellion prone, 
Renounce obedience, and inſult the throne : 
Whate'er their paſſions prompt, is all they ſee 
And all they want, of heaven-born Liberty ; 
Chains on their hands and on their feet they find, 


But not the fetters which enſlave their mind. 


12 


S M3 FL 
ON 


HER MAJESTY's BIRTH-DAY, 


MAY 19, 1784. 


1 Sig ME, gentle Spring,” and with thy ſmiling 
wala, 

Chaſe tyrant Winter from the whiten'd plain; 

Call forth the flowrets from the looſen'd earth, 

And give the ſwelling bud its eaſy birth. 


HaiL'p be that hour, for ever bleſt that day 
(The moſt auſpicious of the roſy May) 
Which added grace to Spring's reſplendent ſcene, 


And gave to BRTTAIx's Ile her favourite Queen. 


NoR 


SEVERAL SUBJECTS. r3 


Nox thou, great Quzzxn! diſdain, tho' rude of art, 
The genuine dictates of an honeſt heart. 
No penſion'd Laureat here his homage pays 
The annual tribute of accuſtom'd lays; 


No reptile Flatterer proſtitutes reſpect, 


Beſt heard with, ſcorn, and anſwer'd with neglect— 
Thy worth alone inſpires thy Poet's thought; 
He only hopes to praiſe thee as he oughr. 


In vain may Greatneſs mount her regal throne, 
And ſhine awhile in ſplendour not her own ; 
Succeeding time the character pourtrays, 

The cenſure fixes, or confirms the praiſe; 
Juſt, tho' ſevere, it pulls her trophies down, 


And tears the laurel even from the Crown. 


LET CaLEDoONla boaſt Maria's reign, 


And of her wrongs to lateſt times complain : 


B 3 Beauty 
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14 POE MS ON 
Beauty and grace may, living, ſtrike the eye, 


But virtue only pleaſes when we die. 


Wrar tho' EL1za's name be ſtill rever'd 
(At home moſt lov'd, by foreign foes moſt fear'd), 
Yet cruel policy her glory croſt, 
And all the Monarch gain'd, the Woman loſt *. 


LET GaLLIA's Queen, in theſe ill-judging days, 
Delight in Politics' deſtructive maze ; 
"Tis thine to cultivate the arts of Peace, 
To bid diſtracting feuds and diſcord ceaſe: 
Uprear'd by thee ſee infant Genius riſe, 
And tow'r ſecurely to its native ſkies ; 
Thy regal bounties thus alike inſpire 


The Painter's pencil and the Poet's fire. 


« « And all that rais'd the Hero ſunk the Man,” Porr. 


SEVERAL SUBJECTS. 3 


Wuxx lovely HARROr ſwell'd her vocal throat, 
The /oul of Muſic ſpoke in every note. . 
Tis Muſic ever rules the feeling breaſt, 

And warms the heart to ſuccour the diſtreſt : 
Poſſeſs'd and patroniz'd fo well by thee, 
Tis Rapture, Charity, Benignity. 


In early youth thy early virtues ſhone, 
Adorn'd thy birth, and mark'd thee for a Throne. 
When Pxzuss1a's Monarch wav'd his reeking brand, 
And trod in ſteps of blood thy native land, 
With folded arms the peaſant view'd afar 
The dreadful ravage of wide-waſting war ; 
Sunk his gay hopes, and mock'd his ſtubborn toil, 
His ſtreaming eye bedew'd the bladeleſs ſoil: 
Thy patriot heart then felt a nation's woe, 


And bade ſtrong ſenſe in nervous language flow 2. 


* Vide the Quten's Letter to the King of Pxuss14, in the 
Annual Regiſter for 1761. 
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16 POEMS ON 


Fed by thy hand, protected by thy care, 
For thee they grateful pour the ceaſeleſs prayer: 
Heaven nods aſſent with a propitious ſmile, 


And points to BxiTain's King and BRTTAITx's Ile. 


Wurzw danc'd thy banners o'er old ALBIS“? tide, 
SAxoNIa view'd thee with an honeſt pride; 
Now Joy, now grief, divides her anxious breaſt, 
Thy fortune charm'd her, ſtill thy loſs depreſt. 
Pleas'd with its freight, the bark triumphant bore, 
And plac'd thee ſafely on th' Icenian* ſhore. 
Then joy's bright tear each gazer's eyelid fill'd, 
Then every loyal heart with rapture thrill'd. 
And does not EnGLanD, with increaſing pride, 


Revere the Mother whom ſhe lov'd the Bride ? 


3 The ELBE. 


* JTcenian ſbore.] At Harwich, on the coaſt of EssEX. The 
people of that quarter of Ex AND were called lcen1. 


VIEW 
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V1ew thee in every ſcene of poliſh'd life, 
The Queen, the Woman, Parent, or the Wife ; 


On thy bright eminence no ſhade can fall— 
For thou alone haſt dignify'd them all. 


Ix abject grief the age-worn widow lies, 


To earn her ſcanty diet vainly tries; 


Oppreſs'd with want, ſhe ſilent weeps and prays, 
In fad reflection on more proſperous days; 

Feels the keen anguiſh of extreme diſtreſs, 
And ſees an Angel's hand ſtretch'd forth to bleſs. 


Lr orphan babes their little arms extend, 


And point inſtinctive to their Royal Friend. 


WHERE raging Faſhion leads deſtructive way, 
And fools and wiſe alike her power obey, 
Forſake, ye Fair, gay Folly's idle ſcene, 

Take Wiſdom's path, conducted by your Queen. 


Patterns 


18 POEMS ON 
Patterns like her has gracious Heaven deſign'd 
By rank ennobled much, but more by mind. 
Vain is the glory of ſublimeſt birth, 

The higheſt title is the claim of worth. 


BLEsT in thine offspring, in thy Monarch bleſt, 
Serene content and rapture fill thy breaft. 
Already Britain ſees, with joyful eyes, 
A liſt of Heroes and of Queens arife. 


ForexnosT in virtue, beauty, female grace, 
CHARLOTTES® reflects the honours of her race; 


Where blooming charms with ſpotleſs ſoul combine, 


We feel the likeneſs, and confeſs it thine. 


Axp when poetic or hiſtoric page 


Shall name this æra in ſore future age, 


+ CuarLOTTE.] The Princeſs Royal. 


The 


SEVERAL SUBJECTS. 19 


The ſacred tongue of Truth, well-pleas'd, ſhail own, 
That GroR CE and CHARLOTTE, wile as great, alone 


Built on their People's hearts their ſtedfaſt throne. _- 


LonG may'ſt thou live, till life has charms no more, 
And the tir'd ſou] pants for its native ſhore ; 
Health, roſy-lipp'd, calm Temperance ſhall befriend, 
And white-rob'd Peace thy filver age attend. 
The meek-ey'd Faith ſhall wait thy parting breath, 
And ſmooth the terror of approaching death. 
Nor ſhalt thou die :—the godlike and the juſt 
Spring, like the Phoenix, from funereal duſt: 
Succeeding annals ſhall record thy fame, 
And young poſterity Hall liſp thy name. 


20 P:Q-E M$: ON 


THE 


FORMATION OF THE WORLD. 


INT. 


BOOK I. 


WISDOM infinite, and Power ſupreme, 


Aſſiſt thy votary in his daring theme; 
Pour on his mind the greatneſs of thy might, 


And lead his mounting ſoul her heav'n- directed flight. 


Roz'p in the ſplendour of celeftial fire, 
On his high throne ſat Time's eternal Sire; 
Myriads of Angels watch their Monarch's nod, 
And kiſs the footſteps of their awful God. 


Exift, 


SEVERAL SUBJECTS. 


Exiſt, thou World, ſaid then the great Firſt Cauſe, 


Creation be !—and, lo Creation was. 

Not like the flow laborious work of Art, 

By Time produc'd, and perfect but in part; 
Nor need had he to faſhion, or create, 

His thought perfection, his volition fate. 

Firſt o'er the maſs material, prime of things, 
The brooding Spirit ſpread his dove-like wings : 
His vivifying power the chaos warm'd, 


His plaſtic nature the crude lump inform'd. 


Let there be light, ſaid then th' Almighty Word, 


And light ſhot up, e'er the command was heard: 


Thou Light conglobing, form a glorious Sun, 
O'er heav'n's vaſt arch his giant race to run. 
Thou Sun reſplendent, mark the courſe of day, 
And how of Nature with prolific ray. 


Thou 
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22 POEMS ON 
Thou ſilver Moon, reflect thy paler light 
Thro' the wide curtain of the murky night: 


O'er the white wave, in ſhadowy ſplendour ride, 
Control the floods, and regulate the tide. 


Ye Stars ſtand fixt, ye Planets know your way, 


Nor from your orbits do ye Comets ſtray ; 
Be your ſure path without confuſion trod, 


And point to gazing worlds the wonders of a God. 


Thou Sea cerulean to thy banks retire, 
Nor to the empire of the Land aſpire; 
Thy limits know, here be thy proud waves ſtaid, 
(Old Ocean heard the mandate, and obey'd.) 
Your oozy beds ye gliding currents keep, 
And roll majeſtic to the briny deep; 
O'er the green mead your genial dews exhale, 


Foam down the rock or linger thro” the vale. 
RE Ke os 


SUPREME 
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SUPREME in grandeur ſee the mountains riſe, 


Repel the floods and ruſh into the ſkies. 


Here holy Ararat her ſummit rear'd, 

Here clad in ſnow the ridgy Alps appear'd. 
Here Etna's top aſpiring to the clouds, 

In her wide ſhade Sicilia's iſland ſhrouds; 
Not as erewhile ſhe belch'd with raging * ire, 
Subſtantial ſmoke and undulating fire; 

From her broad back the muddy waters ſlide, 


Or roll in torrents down her ſteepy ſide, 


Now the bare Earth ftood manifeſt to view; 
God o'er her face the verdant martle threw ; 
Let there be herb 4 fruit, JEHovan faid, 
Straight from her ſurface ſprung the general blade; 


* This alludes to that great eruption in 1783 deſcribed by Sir 
William Hamilton, 


7 With 
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With rip'ning ſeed the bending plant was ſtrung, 
Whilſt from the bough the mellow cluſters hung. 
And now quick-ſhooting from the yet moiſt earth, 
The ſpreading Cedar took her ſtately birth: 
Here Oriptelea* from the ſurface broke, 

And here wide-branching ſtood the brown-arm'd Oak. 
Caſtanea's bloom was like the orient gem, 

And Fraxinus * uprear'd her filver ſtem. 

Th' aſpiring Pine the rock's tall ſummit crown'd, 
The florid Plane * extends her ſhade around. 

The Indian Fig“ ſhut out the ſolar beam, 


The pendant Willow? kiG'd Euphrates! ſtream. 


* Oriptelea.] A ſpecies of the elm, mentioned by Theophraſtus. 
Vid, Evelyn's SYLVa, with Notes by Hux TER. 


3 'The cheſnut tree. + The Afh. 


S Platanus patulis diffuſa ramis. Cictro. 
Umbrz tantum gratia expetitur. PLiny, 


Ficus Indica. Vid. Sir V. Raleigh's Hiſtory of the World, p. 57. 
7 The weeping willow of Babylon, EveLYN's SYLVA. 


From 
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From the green Elm depend the cluſt'ring Vines, 
Whilſt round her trunk the creeping Ivy twines. 
Funereal Yew her waxen berry bore, 

And ſcented Myrtles lin'd the Cyprian ſhore. 
Each lowly ſhrub in ſweet confuſion lay, 

The Hero's Laurel, and the Poet's Bay. 

The burſting Flowers expand their leaves beneath, 
Beam their gay colours, and their fragrance breathe. 
Her yellow head the thorny Aloe rears, 

And ſeems the ſtately growth of fifty years: 

The Tulip here her varied colour ſhews, 

Here falls the fragrance of the bluſhing Roſe. 
Clytie“ ſtill turns her boſom to the Day, 


But hides her beauties from his ſetting ray. 


3 The Sun Flower, 


—— Quamvis radice tenetur, 


Vertitur ad Solem ; mutataque ſervat amorem. 


Ovid. Metam. Lib. iv. 


Hers 
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26 POEMS ON 


Here Paſſifloraꝰ (being of an hour) 

Drops from her climbing ſtalk her radiate flow'r. 
Here Eſchynomen (her feeling ſuch) 

Shuns the rude hand, and cloſes at the touch. 
(Of ſeed inviſible) fair Orchis“ ſee, 

To her white leaf adheres the ſcarce-form'd Bee. 
The ſcarlet Lychnis ſhone of glaring hue, 

The ſcented Vet mix'd her paler blue. 

Nor gay to ſight, or ſweet alone to ſmell, 


In their ſmall trunks unnumber'd virtues dwell; 
When Lux'ry's poiſon rankles in the vein, 


Or the wide wound throbs faſt with raging pain; 


9 The Paſkon Flower, or Paſſant Fleur. Linnzvus. 


The Senfitive Plant, 
Adjecit his Apollodorus, herbam Zſchynomenen, quoniam ap- 
propinquante manu folia contraheret. Ab 4;-;,u:umi 


The Bee Orchis, whoſe ſeed cannot be diſcerned by the 
naked eye, | 


From 
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From the dried flow'r the latent Fever flies, 


Or the bruis'd herb her healing balm ſupplies. 


- 


Now o'er th' expanſion of the graſſy mead, 
Launch'd into being, flew the generous ſteed: 
His ſparkling eye proclaims his with to roam, 
And his red noſtril ſnorts the whiten'd foam. 
The Lion walk'd majeſtic o'er the plain, 
And ſhook the terror of his brinded mane. 
Siberian Mahmout of enormous bone, 

Roſe like a tower; to later worlds unknown. 
Of awkward bulk the Elephant appears, 
Yet his rude form a mind ſagacious bears: 
Like him uncouth the Camel ſtalk d along, 
Patient of thirſt, and innocent of wrong. 
In the blue current of the ſlimy Nile, 
Securely ſlept the mail-arm'd Crocodile. 
C2 
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Deep in receſſes of the foreſt's ſhade, 
Couching for prey, the wily 'Tiger lay'd. 

In the warm fun the Leopard baſk'd ſerene, 
The faithful Dog here gambol'd on the green. 
The lordly Bull with lowing fills the vale, 
And ſnuffs the freſhneſs of the coming gale. 
The Goat fure-footed ſcales the pointed rock, 
And the broad Heath looks white with many a Flock. 


Here friſk'd around the imitative Ape, 


Human almoſt in cunning as in ſhape. 
Of winter provident the Beaver came, 


And fapient laid his architective frame. 


Or plumage various, as of varied ſong, 
Hatch'd by new warmth, flew forth the feather'd throng. 
Full in the brightneſs of meridian day, 


The ſoaring Eagle ſhot her upright way. 


SEVERAL SUBJECTS, 29 
On Chili's coaſt the Condor's wings diſplay'd, 
Spread on the reſtleſs wave their cloud-like ſhade. 
In her long paſſage o'er the thirſty plains, 
Her pendent ciſt the Pelican retains; 
With aching heart ſhe hears her callow brood, 
And ſtills their hungry clamours with her blood. 
The Swan his neck exalts with arched pride, 
And drives his broad breaſt 'gainſt the foaming tide. 
When lock'd in ice the limpid currents lie, 
The clanging Wildgooſe ſeeks a milder ſky ; 
In wedge, inſtinctive wings her flight ſublime, 
And leads her phalanx to the ſouthern clime. 
Here Philomela thro' the echoing grove, 
Trills the ſoft accents of reſponſive love. 
The hov'ring Lark her primal matin ſings, 
With her ſhrill note the ruddy welkin rings. 


Condor. ] A huge black Eagle, or Oſpry, mentioned by ſeve- 


ral writers. Vid, RoserTsoNn's Hiſt. America, and Burrox, 
Vol. xvii. p. 186. 
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In the cloſe ivy fat the cooing Dove, 

The gentle emblem of connubial love. 

Here ſhould the Muſe their various inſtincts tell, 
In either Ind what beauteous natives dwell, 
Paint the gay ſongſters of each foreign ſoil, 


Few might approve the long-drawn tedious toil. 


In ſnoals unnumber'd Ocean's finny prey 
Craw! on his ſands, or win their watry way. 
The mighty Whale, great monarch of the main, 
Draws, like a moving iſle, his foamy train. 

Here ſtrikes the fell Shark deſperately bold; 
Here ſhines Adonis in his native gold. 

On the ſmooth deep the bended Dolphins play, 
The ſalt wave ſparkles in the ſolar ray. 

The brown Gymnotus tries th' electric blow, 


And ſtuns ſecure his unſuſpecting toe. 


CLOSE 
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Crosk under cover of the ſun-burnt brake, 
In ſpiral volume lay the gilded Snake. 
Here darts the Aſpic his envenom'd force, 
Her Amphiſbceena ** draws her doubtful courſe. 
The mighty Cobra winds her ſinuous way, 
The creſted Baſiliſk enchants her prey. 

Nor does the earth alone their venom bear, 
Some riſe aloft and quiver through the air. 

Of ſuch, when lifted on their fiery wing, 
Rebellious Iſrael felt the deadly ſting. 

Nor need we here deſcribe in lengthen'd rhime, 
Thoſe the Sun genders 1n each diverſe clime. 
Whether from birth their enmity began, 

Or ow'd their poiſon to the Fall of Man: 

Or if the inſtruments of Heaven, deſign'd 

To check the arrogance of human kind. 


The Amphiſbcena is a Serpent which has a large knot in its 


tail, and it is difficult at firſt ſight to tell whether it goes backward 
or forward. 


C4 Ab 
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AnD now the gaudy Inſects buzz around, 
Thoſe ſwarm the air, theſe populate the ground; 
In ſocial ſtate the Bee delights to dwell, 

And curious fabricates her waxen cell: 


She, wiſely preſcient of the dreary hour, 
Extracts the honey from the new-born flow'r. 


Like her, ſagacious creeps the buſy Ant, 


And toils induſtrious for her wintry want. 


In each, peculiar virtues we may trace, 


A rare example to the human race. 
Nor on the ſurface of the teeming ground 
Alone, the wonders of a God are found: 


The precious Ore her ſpacious caverns hide, 


Or glitter with the Foſlils* radiant pride, 


Perfect the whole, what error could be nam'd, 


When Power commanded, and when Wiſdom fram'd *? 


SEVERAL SUBJECTS... 33 * 


THE 


FORMATION OF THE WORLD. 


BOOK IL 


ND now the burſting Thunder roll'd around, 


And the blue Lightning quiver'd on the ground. 
Being ſtood mute: each life-imparted form 
Was huſh'd as death, and eye'd in awe the ſtorm. 
Dimm'd was each eye, and filenc'd every note, 


And theparch''d tongue chol d up th' immotion'd throat. 


Lr us make Man, ſaid now th' Eternal One; 
Not like the beaſts, where inſtin& rules alone: 


In 
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In him, their Prince, ſhall wond'rous Reaſon ſhine, 
An emanation of Ourſelf divine. 

In ſtate primeval, tho” the atoms lay, 

His form he faſhion'd from the ductile clay; 
Into his noſtrils breath'd his heavenly breath, 
When ſtraight he ſtarted as awak'd from death. 
In upright ſhape the carth he firmly trod, 

'The laſt, the beſt created work of God. 

Thro' the blue veins how quick pulſation ran, 
How form'd that curious microcoſm, Man! 
By what nice art the fleſh-inwoven ſoul 
Pervades, impels, and animates the whole 


*T is not for him, mechanic, to conceive, 


But feel convictive, and ſubmiſs believe. 


Before his Maker the new creature ſtood, 


Naked, forlorn, and deſtitute of food. 
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Scarce wak'd to life he wildly gaz'd around, 
And wonder'd at the univerſe he found. 
Straight he erects his countenance on high, 
And turns to God his ſupplicating eye. 

1h Almighty views him with parental love, 
Firms his young heart with manna from above: 
Succeſſive fruits his ſuſtenance provides, 

His thirſt aſſuaging with the glaſſy tides : 


Then thus exhorts him from his viewleſs throne, 


Whilſt thro' the world the glorious Godhead ſhone: 


O'er all my creatures exerciſe command; 
But mark thou rule them with a lenient hand ; 
I will not ſee thee triumph in their pain, 


Or hear the groan of Miſery in vain. 


Think what thou art, with no proud paſſion burn, 


From duſt thou waſt, and ſhalt to duſt return. 


35 


Refle& 
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1 Reflect on me, thy doubting heart control, 
Know He who made, can alſo bound, thy ſoul. 
He gives thee Reaſon to direct thy ways, 


To teach thy grateful Faith the ſong of praiſe; 
To make thee feel He rules by equal laws, 


Thou ſeeſt the effect, think then how vaſt the cauſe: 
Still keep th' omnipotence of God in view; 
Would'ſt thou be happy, to thyſelf be true: 


By no vain glory be thy mind poſſeſt; 
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Know this a ſtate of trial, not of reſt. 


If deep affliction macerate thee, live; 


Who gives thee good, ſhall he not evil give? 
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Or fluſh'd with ſmiles of gay proſperity, 
Still lift thy grateful oriſon to Me; 


— — > — 2 2 
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Know I create, preſerve, and govern all, 


— 
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Free art thou made, be cautious leſt thou fall. 
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Nor ſhalt thou roam in ſolitary ſtate, 


Or find amidſt the beaſts an equal mate. 


By his celeſtial Shechinah oppreſs'd, 
The dazzled ſenſes ſunk ſupine to reſt: 
When the great Author from his ſleeping ſide, 


His ſofter likeneſs drew, a blooming bride : 


O'er her ible breaſt her flaxen treſſes flow'd, 
Whilſt on her cheek Health's ſoft ſuffuſion glow'd: 
Her ſparkling eye beam'd Innocence ſerene, 
Chaſte was her air, ſeraphic was her mien. 

On her fair form Man caſt his op'ning eyes, 

And ſtood awhile enwrapt in mute ſurpriſe; 

Love pierc'd his inmoſt vitals &'er he ſpoke, 

Till native language thus the ſilence broke: 

Come, lovely Maid, approach companion dear, 


Nor chill thy feelings with one anxious fear; 


Still 
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Still let me hold thee neareſt to my heart, 


Bone of my bone, fleſh of my fleſh, thou art, 


AND now th' Eternal Father from on high 
Caſt o'er creation His all- ſeeing eye; 
Before His view each awe- ſtruck creature ſtood, 
His omnipreſence ſaw that all was good: 
Each being ſuited to its ſtate and place, 
To gain its food, or propagate its race. 
With fixt ſurpriſe the heavenly Hoſt ſurvey'd 
The wondrous fabric His command had made; 
One faultleſs ſyſtem was the mighty whole, 
One varied chain of order, God the ſoul. 
Here All-beneficence his creatures bleſt, 
(Here fixt the holy Sabbath of his reſt) 
Bade them deliver down to lateſt time, 


Their forms diſtinct, and people every clime. 


Then 
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Then to the Heaven of Heavens, his bright abode, 
On wings of Seraphim ſupported, rode. 

To golden harps, angelic myriads ſung, 

With loud Hoſannas Heaven's vaſt concave rung; 
Part ſweep with rapid touch the ſounding lyre, 
Part ſwell the chorus of the vocal choir ; 

With ſuch vibration of celeſtial ſound, 

Creation echo'd to her utmoſt bound; 

That ſhout harmonious which © ſuſpended Hell, 


What language can deſcribe, what tongue can tell ! 


THEE firſt they ſung, parental Deity, 
Omniſcience, Omnipotence, Eternity: 
To Thee let Hallelujahs ceaſeleſs raiſe, 
To Thee let grateful Man hymn ſongs of praiſe; 
With veneration proſtrate bow the knee, 


And pour the ſoul in ſacrifice to Thee. 


39 


Hail! 
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Hail! great'Creator, whoſe omnific will 

Could ſuch an univerſe with beings fill : 

Hail! mighty Maker, from thy work return'd, 
Be fuming incenſe on thy Sabbath burn'd; 

Let Heaven's bright canopy be wide unfurl'd, 
To celebrate «thy ſix days work, a World.” 
Thee next they ſung, thou filial Word, divine, 
Be praiſe, be glory, mild Redeemer, thine. 
When Man ſhall fall from innocence declin'd, 
Eternal Juſtice ſhall a victim find, 


At once to bleed for, and inſtruct mankind. 
The Son of God will deign to earth deſcend, 
Of loſt humanity the ſtill kind friend: 

Leave the pure realms of beatific day, 

And « chooſe a houſe of miſery and clay.” 
And ſhall weak Man, th' exiſtence of an hour, 


Arraign at Reaſon's bar this myſtic Power? 
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Wilt thou, vain worm, with thought preſumptuous glow, 
And ſnatch from God the boundleſs power, to know? 
Wilt thou, who ſhortly ſhalt become a clod, 

Aſpire to judge the being of a God ? 

Feel the ſoft yearnings of parental love, 

Yet circumſcribe the bliſs of Him above? 

Pile up the mountain of gigantic Pride, 

And chain'd to earth, on ſpirit dare decide ? 

Here be thy ignorance, be thy folly ſhewn, 


And what thou canſt not comprehend, diſown, 
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Ii THE BONES OF ONE UNKNOWN, 
| [ DUG UP NEAR THE AUTHOR'S HOUSE, 


vagz ne parce malignus arenz, 
Oſſibus et capiti inhumato 
Particulam dare, Hos. 


NHAPPY Stranger! for no ſculptur'd ſtone 
Protects thy relics from the ruſtic ſpade; 
No brier-bound hillock, by its form, has ſhewn 
The little ſpot of earth where thou wert laid. 


Ver ſhall the Muſe beſtrew with flow'rs thy grave, 
And mark the vanity of human pride, 


Mark 
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Mark how alike, the wiſe, the fair, the brave, 


May undiſtinguiſh'd in the Tomb abide. 


EREwRHILE, perhaps, his breaſt with ardour glow'd, 
By courage high, and native freedom fir'd, 
Before the Saxon, his heart's blood out-flow'd, 


And, full of wounds and glory, he expir'd. 


PERHAPS, a Martyr to his Country's cauſe, 
Againſt Rebellion his keen blade he tried, 
Fought to reſtore her violated laws, 


And in the glorious conflict—ſmil'd, and died. 


Wurx Winter wild the plain in ſnow array'd, 

To the next Mart he pick'd his dang'rous way, 
The gaping Pitthis wand'ring ſteps betray'd, 

And treacherous hid him from returning Day. 
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Tux faithful Partner of his humble lot, 
Impatient, oft look'd out with tearful eye, 
Gaz'd on the latchet of the ſtraw-thatch'd cot, 


And faw it ſtill unlifted with a ſigh. 


PrRHArs, impell'd by Ruin and Halt, 
Gainſt his own life he rais'd an impious hand, 

The eye of Juſtice frown'd, tho' through a tear, 
And gave him burial in the public ſtrand. 


RATHER, perhaps, remote from native home, 
Far, far remote from every hand to ſave, 
The grim Aſſaſſin pierc'd him thro' the gloom, 

And hid him, reeking, in unhallow'd grave. 


Ox, by pale Want, unknown, unfed, he fell, 


No friendly hand to cloſe his hollow eyes, 


No 


SEVERAL SUBJECTS. 
No Village Clerk toll'd out his paſſing knell, * 
No Prieſt perform'd his funeral obſequies. 


BENEATH the ſhelter of that aged Yew, 
Commit his relics to their clay-cold bed, 
On his poor Bones the cloſing Earth beſtrew, 

And venerate the Manes of the Dead, 
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| 1 | E RE pauſe awhile, and when thou read'ſt this ſtone, 
| Drop from thine eye the ſympathetic tear; 
Scarce was this fragrant Roſe of Beauty blown, 


A cruel Fate came by and cropt it with her ſhear. 
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As falls the roſebud by th' untimely ſtorm, 
So Death's cold hand has chill'd thy lovely form; 


4 * The reaſon why no Names are prefixed to theſe Epitaphs 1s, 
| 1 that they were made upon amiable Women; and it would only 
| 1 revive the grief of their connexions to appropriate them to the 
1 reſpective perſons. 


1 A form 
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A form adorn'd with beauty, virtue, youth, 
Good-nature's dimpled ſmile, and artleſs Truth; 
With ev'ry eſtimable grace of life, 

The gen'rous candid Friend, th' accompliſh'd Wife. 


Virtues like theſe too feeble were to ſave, 


Or ſnatch thee, drooping from thy haſty grave. 
I ſaw Conſumption thy weak frame aſſail, 

And change thy coral lip to deadly pale, 

Dim the ſweet luſtre of thy ſoft-blue eye, 


And unrelenting mark thee out—to die. 


MIX”'D with its kindred duſt of clay-cold Earth, 


Here lies what once was Beauty, once was Worth: 
A proſperous fate her dawning merit gave, 


But Heav'n decreed her to an early grave; 
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With ſteady fortitude on Death ſhe ſmil'd, 
And the fond Parent * fell to ſave her Child. 


OF gentle manners, and of worth approv'd, 
By all reſpected, and by all belov'd, 
Whilſt manly ſenſe with female ſweetneſs Join'd, 
Whilſt holy fear and wiſdom rul'd thy mind, 


Surely to thee 'twas happineſs to die, 


And mix with kindred fouls in regions of Eternity. 


* Her death was occaſioned by too great anxiety, and an 


epidemic fever caught in attending her Daughter. 
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THE BROKEN-HEARTED LOVER. 


IMITATION. 


FRIEND. 


W HEREFORE droops thy head, fond Lover, 


Tell me wheretore doſt thou fear; 
Wherefore ſtain'd thy check with ſorrow, 


Furrow'd down with many a tear? 


Way thus lonely doſt thou wander, 
Shunning every mortal eye; 

I know thy Miſtreſs fond and faithful, 
For thee would live, for thee would die. 
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Lover, 


O! aſk me not my cauſe of ſorrow, 
Bleeds my heart to tell the truth; 
For the fair and beauteous maiden 


Fell in prime of blooming youth. 


BeavTEovs were her auburn treſſes, 


Beauteous was her coral lip; 
Like the bud with dew beſprinkled, 
Which the Gods might wiſh to ſip. 


Hex cheek the lilly and the roſe ; 
How bright her eye ! how ſweet her breath! 
But ſtopt that breath, and dim that bright eye, 
By the icy hand of Death. 


Hex finiſh'd form, her dimpled ſmile, 


Can never from my mind depart; 


But 
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But oh! what more than all I valued, 


Was her kind and conſtant heart. 


FAREWELL now the brilliant circle, 
Farewell every joy to me; 


Welcome now the mind's keen anguiſh, 


Pleaſance I no more ſhall ſee. 


IN the leafleſs grove I'll wander, 
Whilſt round me howls the wintry blaſt; 


All hope of reſt I now give over, 


Till death ſhall give me reſt at laſt. 


To yon church-yard they bore my love, 

They bound her graſs-green ſod with willow; 
That graſs-green turf ſhall be my bed, 

Her heaving grave ſhall be my pillow, 


TIL. 
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TiLL damp at length my warm heart chilling, 


And pining Care my life ſhall end; 


Then lay my cold corpſe by her fide, 


And ſhew thyſelf my faithful Friend. 
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THE BAL EAD 


OF 


JAMES HAMILTON. 


IMITATION. 


T HERE was a Lord of faire Scotland, 
James Hamilton by name, 
The Chief of many a valiant band, 
High in the liſts of Fame. 


Tris Chieftain gain'd a Lady faire, 
Of noble blood was ſhee, 
Who brought him many a rich domain, 


With manours, gold, and fee. 


Loxcg 


* 2% 1 
* * —— we 
1 — C91 _ * 2 


—— — — 


r 


54 POEMS ON 


Lons time they liv'd in happy ſtate, 
And dwelt in bower and hall; 

Till fell convulſions tore the Realm, 
And brought both dule and thrall. 


Dax were the times when Mary reign'd, 
And direful e'en to tell, 

Rebellion ſtalk d with ſecret ſtep, 

Follow d by murder fell. 


Tux Lord was ſitting at his board, 
In brilliant companie, 

A Vaſſal came with haſty ſtride, 
And knelt upon his knee. 


SAD news I bring, my Lord, he cried, 


Heavy my tidings bee; 


Lord 
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Lord Darnley lies a blacken'd corſe 


Under the green-wood tree. 


TE beauteous Mary is dethron'd, 
Depriv'd of libertie; 
And tyrant Murray rules the land 


By force and treacherie. 


Tur Lord he ſtarted from his ſeat, 
With a grim look looked hee; 

Now Chriſt's curſe on thy head, he cried, 
But I'll be ſoon with thee. 


He graſp'd his targe with brawny arm, 
He ſhook his ponderous launce, 

And fiercely from his creſted helm 
Glar'd his ſtern countenaunce. 
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H1s beauteous Lady weeping ſtood, 
So ſhent ſhe could not ſpeak; 


The ſob convulſive rent her breaſt, 


The ſalt tear gall'd her cheek. 


A Capra from the Chieftain went, 
To raiſe his valiant clan; 


Quickly with ſhouts the warlike Scots 
In arms half-buckled ran. 


To Langſide ſtraight they took their way, 
Where Murray ſtood in force; 
Nor could the Regent's power awhile 


Reſtrain their onward courſe. 


Tux {word of valiant Hamilton 


Soon mow'd itſelf a ſpace; 


Whilſt 
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Whilſt ſtreams of ſanguinary gore 


Flow'd down his ſun-burnt face. 


By numbers ſoon his clan o'erpower'd, 
Unequal conflict wag'd; 
Nor could their courage ought avail, 


So fierce the battle rag'd. 


Tar Hamilton diſdain'd to fly, 


Yet ſtill retreated flow; 
And ſhew'd, tho' faint with loſs of blood, 


His frontlet to the foe. 


Tux battle loſt, no hope remain'd, 
Save flight, or fell deſpair *; 
Then to Dundrenan's ſacred walls 
They bear the royal Fair. 


* Una ſalus victis nullam ſperare ſalutem. 
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Loxp Murray call'd a Captain forth, 
A favourite was hee; 

Says, “Hie thee down to Bothwel-haugh, 
« Thoſe lands I give to thee. 


Fo from henceforth James Hamilton 


« A vagabond ſhall bee; 
« His Lady faire, and all his houſe, 


<« doom to beggarie.“ 


STRAIGHT to the Clan of Bothwel-haugh 
He hie'd him down amain; 
And ſternly to the Lady cried, 


Give up thy faire domain. 


Sur looked ſtedfaſt in his face, 


She heav'd a groan or twain ; 


She 
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She ſpake no. word, ſhe ſhed no tear, 
D iſtraction burſt her brain. 


A TavsT1E flave to Hamilton 
Theſe direful tidings ſhew'd; 

When ſtraight his warlike gen'rous breaſt 
With fell revenge y-glow'd. 


PROTECTED by exceſs of power, 
Long time the Regent ſtood; 
Nor reckt he ought of Hamilton, 

Who thirſted for his blood : 


T1LL paſſing by a window late, 
James bent his truſtie bow; 

The grey-gooſe wing his heart's blood drank, 
And laid the Tyrant low. 
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All you that read this mournful tale, 
By it inſtructed bee; 


Inſult not o'er a vanquith'd foe, 


Remember Lord Murray. 
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I. 
W HEN firſt I ſaw the manly youth, 


His graceful figure ſtruck my view; 
But when he voy'd eternal truth, 


Alas, my heart! what could'ſt thou do? 


II. 
H kiſs'd my hand with fervid zeal, 
He kiſs' d it twice - nay preſs'd it too; 
Alas, my heart! what didſt hoy feel? 


Alas, my heart! what could'ſt thou do ? 
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$2 III. 
He kiſs'd my lip, how great the blits, 
He ſwore his love was fond and true; 
My ſwelling boſom roſe to his, 
Alas, my heart! what could'ſt thou do? 


IV. 
He nam'd the day to be his bride, 
With rapture to his arms I flew; 
I ſhould have prudiſhly denied, 
Rut oh, my heart! what could'ſt thou do? 
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OME let us prepare, 
We topers that are, 


To make ourſelves jovial and happy; 
Seize hold of the jug, 


And give it a hug, 


Tis a jorum of excellent nappy. 
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II. 


Pvusn round the brown bowl, 
*T'will cheer up the ſoul, 
No ſorrow you'll feel when you've drank hard; 
With Ale-in your head, 
No tears you'll e'er ſhed; 


No tears but the tears of the tankard. 


III. 


Or Port and Champaigne 
We oft 2 complain, | 
When we're drunk over night, they inform us; 
But of brifk foaming Ale, | 
You may drink half a pail, | 
And ſleep all the night like a dormouſe. 


IV. WiTH 
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IV. 


Wiru love when you ake, 
This remedy take, 
If a termagant, thus you will fret her; 
Or laid in your bed, 
Nebler trouble your head, 
You'll fall faſt aſleep and forget her, 


Fo 


ANACREON could ſhine 
O'er a goblet of Wine, 
Ale or Porter then was not in ſeaſon; 
But had he been here, 
O'er his mug of old Beer, 
No grapeſtone had ſtuck in his weſand. 


VI. Dio- 
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VI. 


Diogenes ſour 
On Jove's ſon did low'r, 
To ſee at a hint he wa'nt quicker; 
To give him a rub, 
He dwelt in a tub, 
To ſhew he was empty of liquor. 


VII. 


Wir Punch and ſmall Beer, 
And ſuch vaporiſh gear, 

Let fops ſtrive to mend their complexion; 
Fair Ladies draw near, 


Drink Ale, never fear, 


*Twill make both your noſe and your neck ſhane, 


VIII. Tres 


„ 
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vin. | 

THEN tope it away | 
Till dawning of day, 

Our brains dancing high. coculorum; 
When flumbers aſſail 
Us brimful of Ale, | | 


We ſhall dream we are turn'd to a jorum. 


E88 eee 


TRANSLATION 


OF DTHE 


EIGHTEENTH ODE OF THE FIRST BOOK 


OF HORACE. 


ET others 29050 Peuches and Nect'rines fo fine, 
They're a parcel of thorns when compar'd to the 
Vine; 

What pleaſures muſt flow from the juice of the Grape, 
When brew'd at Bourdeaux, or when preſs'd at the Cape! 
For the Gods have reſerv'd all their pains for the dry, 
Whilft from. coblers of Wine biting ſorrows ſhall fly. 
Who in toſſing a bumper e'er thinks of a care? 
Or carps at a Tax, or th' Americin War? 


The 
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The man who in company wiſhes to ſhine, 
Muſt toaſt a ſweet Laſs in a bumper of Wine. 


But think not whilſt thus I run on with my ſong, 


I am pleas'd when ſome Sots drink too much or too long, 


For the death of two Watchmen of late prov'd it true, 

That Drunkards are fooliſh and quarrelſome too; 

When their brain was grown cool, to their ſorrow they 
found, | 

"Twixt Frolic and Murder how narrow the bound. 

Never me, candid Bacchus, thy rites have miſled ; 

If fuddled, good-natur'd ;- if drunk, put to bed. 

But as thou remember'ſt I'm not very ſtrong, 

Keep from me I pray thee a fox hunting ſong ; 

And grant me this boon, be as drunk as I may, 


Not to boaſt of myſcit nor a ſecret betray. 
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1 HE reaſon is plain why honeſt Ned Hatton, 
Who married three Wives, ſhould neer chuſe a 
fat one; 
For well he remember'd old proverbs have ſhown, 
That the fleſh is the ſweeter the nearer the bone. 


*A LORD and his Coachman, who both had liv'd well, 


Had the bitter miſchance to rencounter in Hell; 


It would be unfair to claim all the merit of this Epigram : it 
was the joint production of my ingenious Friend W. W. of C. H. 
and myſelf. 


« With 
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« With ſubmiſſion, my Lord, what the deuce brought you 
VF fbeer.“ 

« You'd a rare word on Earth for your beef and ſtrong 

« Alas,” cries his Lordfhip, © how hard is my fate 

« To enrich my curs'd Son I 1mporv'rith'd the State:“ 

« Yoar Son!“ quoth the Coachman, © why then the 
plague rot him, 


ce He ſent us Both here I was damn'd "cauſe I got him.” 


non vitioſus eſt ſed vitium. 
MaARTIAL. Epic. 


WHOE'ER afferts that G.'s a vicious elf. 
Lyes; he's not vicious-—he is Vice itſelf. 


A NEw WAY TO PAY OLD DEBTS. 


OLD Marlborough's Dutcheſs, who ſcorn'd to uſe art, 


In the Court's brilliant circle rapt out a great f=t: 


I2 Tout 


og c tha ot 
* * 
0 _ 
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Tout Ie monde ſtood aghaſt, but there was nothing in it, 
For a brave Son of Mars whipp'd it up in a minute; 
His ready aſſurance fo pleas'd the old hag, 

That ſhe ſent him this billet next day with a flag: 

« To him who the proverb ſo well underſtood, 

« *T's an ill wind indeed that blows nobody good.” 


WHEN I call'd t'other day on a Noble renown'd, 
In his great marble hall lay the Bible we! bound; 
Not as printed by Paſkett, and bound up in black, 
But chain'd to the floor, like a thief, by the back. 
Unacquainted with en and your quality airs, 
I fuppos'd it intended for family pray'rs; 
His piety pleas'd, I applauded his zeal, 
Yet thought none would venture the Bible to ſteal : 
But judge my ſurprize when inform'd of the caſe, 
He had chain'd it—for fear it ſhould fly in his face. 
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WHEN I married fair Bell, 


She was young, let me tell, 


She was kind, and I us'd her full well-a; 


But now ſhe's grown old, 
Both a hag and a ſcold, 
Oh! tis nunc Bella, borrida Bella! 
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FRAGMENT THE FIRST, 


* * * * * * * 


* * * * + * * 


1 N 2 * Unhappy Rome! 

O! how immortal had thy glory been, 

By Temperance guarded, and by Juſtice led. 
But ſoon, with haſty ſtrides, the luſt of power, 
Tainted thy heroes; damned Luxury 
Deſtroy'd each native virtue in their breaſts; 
In vain to fave thy chang'd and tottering ſtate, 


A Tully pleaded, or a Cato bled; 


Each martial warrior took a ſelfiſh part, 
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And daſh'd thy high-flown honour to the duſt. 
Thus, in the bright and ſultry hour of day, 

The Eagle mounts, ſtrong-pinion'd, to the ſkies ; 
Proudly elate he views the leſs'ning earth, 

And revels in the liquid fields of air: 

Sudden a partial night imbrowns the globe, 
Loud rolls the vollied thunder on his head, - 
Electric ſheets of lightning dim his eye; 

And, tho' awhile the torrent he ſuſtain, 


Sunk by conflicting elements he dies. 
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FRAGMENT THE SECOND. 


Not ſo our ſquare-toe'd grandſires got their money, 

In ſnug three-decker'd wig they'd come to dun ye; 
But if Diſtreſs had ſhewn her iron frown, 

They felt compaſſion, tho they ſought their own; 
Pleas'd with but mod'rate gains they ſafely toil'd, 

No hair-brain'd ſchemes their peace of mind embroil'd : 
This beſt of all good maxims well they knew— 


None follow buſineſs right, and pleaſure too. 


Now 
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Now every Prentice hunts, and keeps his whore, 
And lewdnels revels even in threeſcore. 

In thoſe good days the hoſpitable 'Squire 
Cheer'd his old manſion with a roaring fire; 

No clamorous tradeſmen then beſet his door, 
Which ſtood half-open to the neighbouring poor. 
But now his rents receiv'd to town he hies, 

O' er the ſmooth Mall his gaudy chariot flies. 
The good old Butler ſhines in Gallic ns. 
Modern his coat, tho' moſt antique his face : 
The Farmer's toil becomes the Gameſter's prey, 
A year's hard labour ſquander'd in one day. 

His damp-ſtain'd walls full ſeldom now he ſees, 
And bears a ſtrange antipathy to trees “*. 

His frameleſs anceſtors half-blind with mould, 
Begin to find their ſtation dev'liſn cold; 


Cuts down all the timber. 


Whilſt 
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Whilſt the poor peaſant trodden to the duſt, 
In filent anguiſh gnaws his ſcanty cruſt: 


Pays for his cottage and his ſlip of land, 
Pinch'd by the needleſs Steward's griping hand. 


* Aa * * * * * * * 
* * * * * * * * * 
* . * * * * * * * 


In thoſe good days twas Wealth's, twas Valour's care, 
To ſhield the friendleſs and protect the fair; 


But now addreſs and gallantry's difplay'd, 
To proſtitute a poor unthinking maid: 
Now rank Debauchery makes his fiend- like boaſt; 


He wears the myrtle-wreath who ruins moſt. 


Fiddlers turn Gentlemen, and Eunuchs carve, 
Proud Singers feaſt, and men of genius ſtarve. 
Luxurious LonDoxn, like a canker'd heart, 


Spreads foul corruption to each diſtant part. 


O thou! 
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O thou! envelop'd in eternal ſmoke, 


Where Vice is tonniſb, and where Worth's a Joke, 


Thou vile ſeducer of a generous age, 


Diſgorge thy filth and ſtop mad Faſhion's rage. 
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THE POET'S FAREWELL TO 
HIS MUSE. 


* ſweet Muſe, that oft in ſlipſhod guiſe 
Haſt led aſtray my ſong-enraptur'd ſoul; 
Oſt call'd me forth beneath the Moon's pale riſe, 


Or turn'd my wrapt eye to the ſtarry pole. 

Ix giddy youth by partial friends miſled, 
I trod (adventurous wight) poetic ground; 
But ſoon the green bay wither'd on my head, 


I got five ſhillings, and I loſt five pound. 
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No longer can the Bard a patron find, 
Poor Merit, now neglected, droops, I cried; 
Falſe- flattering Fancy fill'd my feeble mind, 


And what I took for merit was but pride. 


Pripe led me on to ſnatch poetic fame, 
To crop with daring hand Parnaſſian bays; 
T' intrude with Dryden's and with Pope's my name, 


And live to future times in living lays. 


To climb the ſummit of cold Hæmus' hill, 
« Of antique Bards the arduous ſteps to try *;” 
And largely quaffing the Pierian rill, 
Meet the keen glances of the public eye. 


* Contracta ſequi veſtigia vatum. 
The word contradta has ſingular force and beauty: it brings to 
our view the ſhortened and careful ſteps of thoſe who walk in dan- 

gerous, narrow, and ſlippery paths. 
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Bur ſober Reaſon now reſumes her reign, 
Jells me 'tis better far to read than write; 
One may reap pleaſure, t'other muſt bear pain, 


The world's neglect, the critic's ranc'rous ſpite: 


Envy that pines at merit not her own, 
Low purſe-proud Ignorance” conſequential ſneer; 
Exalted Meanneſs frowning into ſtone, 


The grin of Folly, and the gibe ſevere. 


FAREWELL ſweet Mule, henceforth beguile no more, 
No Critic “ hangs me on his turn'd-up noſe;” 
No flattering gale ſhall tempt me from the ſhore, 
Or lure me from the land of humble proſe. 


FINIS. 


